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Author's Notes: 
It\'s a long story so I\'ll be posted in a few seperate chapters. More slash towards the end :) Everything is 
pure fiction, obviously, but | hope you guys enjoy! :) 


Nikki doesn't know how it started. All he knows now is that he can't stop. 

You see, Nikki has a problem. 

Although, if anyone was to ever ask him about it, he would never openly call it a problem. He calls it a "thing," 
And Nikki has a "thing" for touching Vince. 


It doesn't matter where, but as long as he can lay a hand on the singer for at least a second, well, that's good 
enough for him. 


In photographs, he always likes to be the one to put his arm around Vince. He especially likes it when Vince 


wraps his arms around Nikki back. 


In interviews, he likes to sit next to Vince, to be able to pat him on the back or punch his arm lightly 


whenever he says or does something hilarious. 
On stage, he loves to be next to Vince, so he can wrap his arm around him whenever they take a bow. 


On the tour bus, he likes to sit next to Vince, so if he "accidentally" falls asleep on his shoulder or something 


of the sort, it's not that big of a deal. 
Yes, Nikki likes to touch Vince. 
But he didn't know it would slowly take him over. And trust me, it has. 


On the couch in the tour bus, from left to right, sat Tommy, Nikki, and Vince, with Mick sitting on the chair 
opposite the three. They were all laughing at one of Mick's jokes when Nikki picked his arm up and scratched it, 
then laid it across the couch behind Vince. 

"Dude," Vince said, nodding his head at Nikki's arm, his eyes hidden behind his sunglasses. "You mind?" 


"What?" Nikki said, drawing his arm away. "Oh. Sorry." 


"Don't you know," Tommy chimed in, leaning around Nikki to talk to Vince, "that when a guy puts his arm 
around you, it means he loves you?" 


Mick cracked a smile as Tommy made kissy faces at Vince. The blush creeping up Nikki's face was 
unmistakable. 


"What? Nol" Nikki rushed. 

"Aww, look, he's blushing!" Tommy said, nudging Nikki as he laughed louder. 

Nikki looked over at Vince, who was staring at him curiously. Nikki was flinching into Tommy. 

Vince finally shrugged and stood up, grabbing two red and green remote-controlled cars. "Who wants to race 
these?" he asked, smiling as he put them side-by-side on the floor. Mick grabbed one of the controllers, 


keeping his seat on the chair. 


Nikki pulled his feet up onto the couch to avoid being hit by the damned things. "| wanna race the winner," he 


said, smiling. 


Vince, however convenient or not, smashed his car into the side of the dinette, and lost. "Stupid things," he 
muttered, tossing his controller at Nikki. Tommy followed him to the fridge, the two peering inside for some 


beers or something. 
Mick looked over at Nikki and gave him a half-grin as Nikki reset the cars' positions to start. 


The toys were racing across the floor when Tommy took that opportunity to step out into the middle of the 
hall, chugging a can of God-knows-what, making Nikki's red car smash into his foot. 


Tommy hopped back, howling in pain, his drink sloshing all over his already dirty white tank top. He wiped his 
mouth with the back of his hand, holding onto one of the dining booths for support with the other. He stared 
at Nikki. "Nice dude!" he practically shouted. 


"Sorry," Nikki muttered, trying to give a smile but failing. 


Tommy ripped his shirt off and tossed it onto the floor by his bunk, downing the rest of his drink. Mick was 
already to the back of the bus by then, shutting himself into the tiny as hell bathroom. Vince was perched 
against the fridge, carefully sipping his drink. 


Nikki got up and started heading towards Tommy when the bus took a sharp turn onto a ramp, sending Nikki 
crashing into Vince, who was then shoved against the fridge. Nikki pushed himself away, but held tightly on to 
Vince's shoulder, trying to right himself. The can Vince had been drinking from was crushed in his hand, his 
teeth clenched. He shooed Nikki's hand away and climbed into his bunk, pissed as fuck. 


Tommy was sitting on his bed, underneath Vince's, glaring up at Nikki. He pulled a magazine out from under his 
pillow when the toilet flushed and Mick shut the door to the bathroom, watching as Nikki climbed up onto his 
own bed and pulled the curtain shut. 


He sat cross-legged in the bed, putting his head into his hands and shaking it back and forth. 


"Shit," he muttered. 


It was completely dark outside when the bus pulled into a rest stop. Mick was sitting next to Vince at the 
dinette, trying to teach him the rules to some crappy card game. Nikki climbed down from his bed, still 
embarrassed from earlier. Tommy came out of his bunk and paused to look at Nikki, looking as if he had 
something to say. Instead, he shrugged one shoulder and headed off into the bathroom. 


Nikki, keeping his head low, went over to the fridge and pulled out the Chinese food from two nights ago. "Do 
you guys want this? | could heat it up." 


Mick stayed quiet, setting up the cards on the table. Vince looked up, the smoke from the cigarette in his hand 


streaming out the open window. He waved his free hand dismissively. "No, man, you can take it" 
Nikki pretended to be looking out of the window above the sink when the microwave beeped. Without thinking, 


he yanked the door open and pulled out the plate, scorching his fingers. He hissed in pain as he slammed the 
plate on the table and stepped on someone's foot behind him. 


Tommy jumped and fell into the door frame leading to the beds, hitting his arm. He shoved Nikki to the floor 
as soon as the bastard turned around and realized he'd stepped on the same foot the toy car had crashed into 
earlier. 

"Shit, Sixx!" he snapped. "What's with you today?" 

"Sorry," Nikki said. 

"Yeah, well, your clumsy ass is gonna get me put into the hospital one day, you know?" Tommy reached over 
and grabbed Nikki's food, limping over to the couch and sitting down, tearing into the greasy chicken. At least, 


it might've been chicken. 


Nikki pulled himself from the floor. Mick's hand was paused in the air, halfway to setting another card down. He 


searched Nikki from head to toe. Vince had a small grin on his face as he took another drag from his cigarette. 
Irritated, Nikki went over to the door and yanked his shoes on, turning to look at Tommy. 


"Jackass," Nikki said, before storming off the bus. Grease dripped from Tommy's fingers as he stared after 


Nikki, incredulous. 
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Nikki found himself in the small convenient store at the stop, tossing a bag of chips onto the counter before 
pointing at a pack of cigarettes. The bell above the door dinged, and Nikki heard footsteps approaching behind 
him. He glanced over his shoulder. Mick 


The cashier handed Nikki his crap and he turned, staring at the guitarist. Mick's eyebrows were practically off 
his forehead, they were raised so high. Sighing, Nikki followed him out of the store. 


Outside, Mick perched against the brick wall much like Vince had against the fridge earlier. Nikki plopped down 
on a parking curb across from him, tearing open the sour cream and onion chips and shoveling them into his 
mouth. 

The air outside was chilly, and Nikki was almost freezing by the time Mick spoke up. 


"You alright, Sixx?" 


Nikki glanced up from the huge chip he was taking a bite out of, chewing slowly. He looked back down at the 


ground. 

‘lm just pissed off is all." 

"You've been acting kinda strange lately. Is something up?" 

"No," Nikki said, exasperated. He shook his head. "No, I'm fine. Just.. fours make me antsy sometimes. 

"Never like this." 

Nikki looked up at Mick, who was pressing his mouth into a thin line. Nikki stood up, clutching the bag of chips 
as he buried the cigarettes deep in his pocket. He'd be damned if he'd let the other guys know he had any. 
Vince went through them like women nowadays. 

"What d'you know?" Nikki asked. 

‘Hey! 

The two turned around at the voice. Tommy was leaning out of the door to the bus. The sound of the engine 


starting to life broke the night. Nikki turned around and looked at Mick before heading off. Mick made sure to 
keep a distance behind him. 


"Move." It was the third time Nikki had said it. Tommy, though, still refused to move from his spot in the door. 
‘lm gonna ask you again, Sixx. What's with you today?" 
"Move." 


From the corner of his eye, Nikki could see their driver giving them a nasty look, muttering to himself as he 


gripped the wheel 
"Nikki." 

"MOVE! Nikki shoved Tommy's arm away from the door and pushed by him. 

Mick came in and pulled the door shut, him and Tommy staring at one another as Nikki sat at the dinette. 
"Vince went to sleep," Tommy announced to no one in particular. 


Mick nodded his head and went off towards the beds, muttering a "goodnight" before he closed his curtain. The 


bus lurched forward. 


Nikki scooted over from the end of the seat to next to the wall, letting his head fall against the ugly wallpaper. 


Tommy stood near the table, arms crossed over his chest. 


"Later," he said after a few minutes of silence, reaching up and snapping off the light before disappearing into 


his bunk. 
Nikki sat huffing at the table, before he finally shut his eyes and went to sleep. 


Vince's legs were tangled in the sheets, their white color making his tan pop out more than usual. Nikki was 
hovering over him, his knees digging into the mattress on either side of Vince, his arms pressed next to either 
side of Vince's head. 


The only sound was of Vince's snoring. 


Nikki reached a hand up gently and stroked the blonde locks. Vince muttered as his eyes opened, filled with 


dreams and sleep. He gave a small smile and reached up, letting his hand fall on the small of Nikki's back. 
"Hey, beautiful," Vince said groggily, letting his hand trail down to Nikki's ass, giving it a tiny squeeze. 


Nikki leaned forward some more, Vince's breath hitting him. Leaning down a bit more again and closing his eyes, 


he let his lips graze across Vince's slowly, slowly.. 


03 


Nikki woke up with a start, clutching the table. A dull headache was already starting, the morning light 
streaming through into the bus. Nikki stumbled as he pulled himself out of the booth and went back to the 
beds, the guys all sleeping. 


Carefully, Nikki put his foot on Mick's bed and hoisted himself up onto his own, pressing himself back against 
the wall. Vince's curtain was now open, giving a full view of that beautiful body wrapped in the sheets. Nikki 
licked his lips and quickly drew his curtain shut, pressing the back of his head against the wall. That was the 
second time this week he had dreamed of almost getting it on with Vince. 

What the fuck was his problem? 

Nikki was not gay. At least, he didn't think he was. 

Now? Now he wasn't sure. 

All he was absolutely sure of was wanting Vince. 

Nikki's mind began to wander to their show two nights ago. The way Vince pulled his shirt off slowly, the howls 
of the girls in the crowd buzzing through the arena. He remembered the way Vince's gloved hand slowly trailed 


over his tan abdomen, setting the place on fire with whistles. 


Nikki bit his lip, drawing blood, as he realized he was gripping the hem of his pants. He whimpered as he 


remembered pressing himself to Vince during a song, watching as the sweat trailed from the blonde head. 


He pushed his pants down around his ankles and tried to breathe deep through his nose, watching his erection 
spring out. Damn. 


And then he remembered something he had almost completely forgotten. Vince moaning. 


After the show, Tommy had gone off in search of a restaurant. Mick was onstage downing a bottle of liquor. 


And Vince.. 


Nikki had been wandering the halls of the backstage area, trying to find something to freaking do while the 
crew packed up the stage. And then he heard Vince moaning from behind a closed door. He had found some hot 


broad to blow him. And it was that moan that had stopped Nikki in his tracks, his blood running cold. 


Back in the reality of his bed, Nikki lost it. He gripped the sheet on his bed with one hand while letting his legs 
spread as far as his pants would let him, grabbing himself with his other. He kept pumping himself while biting 
back the moan forming in his throat. He kept repeating that moan in his head until he came, panting. 


When the bus pulled into the arena, Nikki thought it best to give himself some space from the guys. He was 
still grossed out by the thought that he had jerked off, actually jerked off, to the thought of one of his best 
friends. Maybe when the tour ended he would go to therapy, or check himself into the hospital or some shit. It 
was obvious he needed help. 

Nikki spent two hours wandering aimlessly around the backstage area before he was found by a security guy 
and told he needed to get his butt to the stage for soundcheck Nikki blew locks of hair out of his face before 
walking onstage. Vince was adjusting the microphone stand. Mick was already strumming his guitar. Tommy 
wasn't there yet. 

Nikki took his good old time to do absolutely nothing. Not like they could do much, what with Tommy still MIA. 
Instead, Nikki took out a cigarette and lit it, blowing out the smoke. Vince had decided to sit down on the 
platform raising the drum set off the stage. Mick was still lazily strumming his guitar. 

"Hey," someone behind the curtain squeaked. Nikki and Vince both looked over at the same time. A nerdy-looking 
kid was standing there in a security shirt. He was obviously intimidated by the guys. He wrung his hands 
nervously, pointing a finger at Nikki before letting his arm drop back by his side. 

"Y-you can't do that on the stage." 

"And why the fuck not?" 

"Because," the kid squeaked again. "You just can't." 

"| smoke indoors all the time." 

"Well, here you can't. So, just, put it out. Okay?" Nikki shot a deadly look at the kid. "Please?" he asked. 

Nikki sighed, flicking ashes off towards the floor where the crowd would be standing in a couple hours. 
"Where's Tommy?" Nikki nearly hissed, putting his cigarette up to his lips. 

Vince stared over at Nikki while Mick shrugged. 

"Hey!" 

Nikki turned again to find an older, fatter, balding security guy standing next to the scared purk. 


"You can't smoke in here." 


"So I've been told," Nikki said, rolling his eyes. 


"Put it out. Now." 


At that moment, Tommy pushed through the security out onto the stage. He stopped and stared at Nikki, 
before storming over and ripping the cigarette from between his lips, stomping it out on the stage. Nikki 


glowered as Tommy turned back to Fatso, arms spread wide. 


"Happy?" Tommy snapped. He gave Nikki another look before stalking off towards his drums. 
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The crowd was roaring, their cries for the Crue breaking through to the dressing room. Inside, Tommy was 
laying on a couch on the far left side, letting his drumsticks tap lightly against his chest. Mick was pulling his 


shirt on when Nikki threw the door open and came inside. 
Tommy opened his eyes and looked up, staring at Nikki. "About damn time." 


Nikki grit his teeth and walked over to the mirror, in front of which sat Vince. He was spreading a coat of 
lipgloss across his lips. Those perfect fucking lips that Nikki wanted to press his to. 


Fuck. 


Nikki stared at himself in the mirror and Vince paused, their two reflections just staring. Finally Nikki sighed, in 
search of his makeup. And how convenient was it that his eyeliner was on the other side of Vince, the side 
Nikki wasn't on 


Nikki reached over across the vanity and snatched up the black crap, his sleeved arm brushing lightly against 
Vince's. His touch was electrifying, even through Nikki's clothes. Nikki pulled back and watched Vince rub his lips 
together one last time, then deposited himself into the seat once Vince stood up and walked away 


"Whatever," Nikki muttered quietly to himself. 


The crowd was amazing. The show was going great. And then And then, Vince decided to pull a bunch of 
hooker-looking girls onstage during "Girls, Girls, Girls," and some blonde bimbo started rubbing up against Vince. 
Nikki, out of anger, lost track of the chords and the song almost failed before he realized what the heck was 
going on, and so he picked up the tune and finished out the song. 


After the show, the crowd was going wild, and security let a bunch of girls backstage. Mick, hating the 
attention, slipped from the dressing room without anyone noticing. Tommy was almost already nailing a girl on 
the couch. Two or three more were trying to seduce Vince, but he decided he wanted the slut that had been 
rubbing on him onstage, and shooed the others from the room. A manager called for Vince out in the hall, so 
he winked at what's-her-face-he-can't-remember -her-name-fuck and left. A couple minutes later, Nikki came 


busting in. 


Tommy looked up from sucking on the girl's neck underneath him and stared at Nikki for about two seconds 
before she decided to wrap her hand in his hair, bringing his attention back to the matter at hand. Blondie 
stood checking herself out in the mirror, and her reflection smiled as she caught Nikki's eye. She turned 
around, leaning against the table full of makeup. 


"Hey big boy," she said, smiling as she crossed her arms over her chest. Her double d's were popping out of 


her red top that stopped just before her bellybutton 
"Ugh," Nikki said, rolling his eyes as he swiped up a bottle of vokda 
"Mmm, honey, what's wrong?" she asked, coming over to run her fingers over his shoulder. 


Nikki rolled his shoulder to push her hand away. Vince walked back into the room then, looking at the two. The 


girl underneath Tommy let out a sound. 
"Hey, Nikki." 
Nikki pressed his lips together, then took a swig of the alcohol. "Vince," he said as he walked out of the room. 


Nikki stumbled his way over the curb and back into the parking lot. How the hell he even remembered the way 
back was beyond him. After downing the vodka, he found himself in town talking to some chick behind the 
counter of some crap liquor store. He smiled and kept rubbing her hand, which was resting on the counter, 
before he convinced her to pay for a few drinks, as he had left all his money back in the bus. She smiled and 
stuffed some cash into the register, ringing up the drinks and letting him leave. Her bitch co-worker kept 
staring at the two over her glasses. Whatever, it's not like he took them for free or anything. She wanted to 
pay, which was fine with Nikki. Booze is booze. 


Nikki tripped over a hole, his bottle smashing against the pavement as his grip loosened completely from its 
neck. "Oops," he giggled out loud to himself. His knee hurt, as he had fallen earlier and scraped it, and he 
hobbled along until he found what he assumed was his bus. He tried pushing in on the door, but to no luck. 
Finally, he remembered to pull instead of push. The door flung open and he tipped over onto the ground, but 
stood up and quickly brushed himself off before climbing into the bus. 

And then he heard it. The moans, the calls, the grunts. Some of them hers, and some of them his. 


"Shit," Nikki slurred to himself. He tried to, quietly, make his way to his bed, but realized he couldn't climb up, 


so instead he curled up on Mick's bunk instead. 
The girl began to moan and scream "yes!" as loud as she could. Nikki's head was pounding. 
"You mind?" he called. 


"What the-" Vince pulled the curtain open and popped his head out. Sure enough, there was Nikki. Vince groaned. 
"Keep it down" 


"No, you keep it down, Vince. You and your little whore." 


Nikki heard the girl inside gasp. 

"Shut up," Vince snapped. 

"No," Nikki snapped back. 

If you can masturbate at an ungodly hour in this bus, then | can certainly bang some babe as well." 
Nikki sat up a little at that. "S'cuse me?" 


"You heard me, Sixx. Just like | heard you, this morning. Bet you thought you were being so quiet about it, 
huh? Well you werent." 


Nikki stumbled out of the bed, gripping the mattress to pull himself from the floor as he went down. 
"You've got it all wrong." 


"Right. Just shut up." With that, Vince drew the curtain closed again and began to soothingly whisper to Jenna. 
Jenny? Jessica? Whatever. 


Nikki could feel the heat in his cheeks as he stomped his foot. "Fine!" he hollared. He went over to the fridge 
and threw open the door, grabbing a pack of beer before heading out again. 


Nikki muttered to himself as he found a door leading back into the arena. He headed down the halls, trying to 
latch on to the painted brick for support, but with no success. Eventually, he collasped onto the floor and 


sucked on cans of beer until he passed out. 
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Nikki felt something on his face. Maybe a bug or something. He swatted it away either way. Then he felt it 


again. 
"Hey." 


Nikki cracked his eyes open. His vision was swimming, and the lights were not helping his migrane at all. His 
stomach felt like he was being repeatedly pounded by a brick. 


"Hey." 


Tommy tapped his cheek again, watching as Nikki blinked against the bright lights of the hall. Cans of beer were 
strewn all around Nikki. The one he had been drinking when he blanked had tipped over and spilled into his hair. 


Tommy leaned forward and pressed a cold cloth to Nikki's forward, using it to wipe his cheek. "C'mon mon, let's 


get you cleaned up.” 

Nikki groaned and went into fetal position, pressing his hands to his stomach. He had to barf, and bad. He felt 
Tommy's hand on his back. He pushed Tommy away quickly before struggling to sit up, leaning to rest his head 
on the wall 

"Nikki-" 

But that was all Tommy got out before Nikki puked, his vomit spilling on the cans of beer. Tommy quickly 
reached over and pulled his friend's hair back from his face. The sweat dripping from the bassist was 
disgusting. Nikki continued like that until he was dry heaving. Tommy was rubbing circles into his back until he 
finished. 

"Better?" 

Nikki grabbed the cloth from Tommy and used it to wipe his mouth, tossing it to the floor and spitting. 


"Yeah," he groaned, blinking a few times. "Yeah." 


Tommy grabbed Nikki's arm and hauled him to his feet, watching him sway. Tommy wrapped a hand around 
Nikki's waist to keep him upright. 


"What time is it?" Nikki slurred as Tommy pulled him away, walking him down the hall. 


"Late. Early morning. Whatever you wanna say, dude." 


Nikki groaned. 


"Mars disappeared. Everyone thinks he went off to drink and have been searching for him all around this 


shithole place." 

"And Vince?" Nikki asked, a few drops of beer dripping from his hair and down his neck. 

Tommy grinned. "Still rockin’ the bus, baby. Haha!" 

"| think l'm gonna puke," Nikki rushed as the two pushed through the doors to the parking lot. 

Tommy let his hand drop from Nikki as the bassist fell to his hands and knees, closing his eyes as he gasped 


for breath. Tommy sat on the curb beside him and put his hand on Nikki's shaking back, letting him hurl up 
the rest of the beer. 
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Nikki was extremely lightheaded by the time the two made it back to the bus. Tommy let him lean against the 
outside wall, but kept an eye on him to make sure he didn't tip over. Vince came out of the bus suddenly, 
buckling his jeans as he stretched, a wide grin on his face. His smile fell, however, as soon as he saw Nikki's 


pale face. 
"Dude," Vince said, "what happened to you?" 
"| found him knocked out in the hall. He's hungover as fuck" 


"Yeah, | know. He busted in on me and uh.. Julie? earlier when we were first getting it on" Vince winked at 


Tommy. 
"| need a cigarette," Nikki groaned, wiping the sweat from his forehead. 


"Yeah, I'll get you one," Tommy said, patting Vince's shoulder as he disappeared inside, re-emerging a few 


seconds later with a pack in one hand a lighter in the other. 
Tommy lit one for Nikki and handed it off, watching him take a drag, then turned to Vince. 


"Listen, | was actually gonna try and catch up with the rest of them idiots to help find Mick. Will your girl be 
okay long enough for you to keep an eye on him?" He flicked his thumb over towards Nikki. 


Vince nodded as he took the cigarettes from Tommy and lit himself one, blowing out the smoke. "Yeah, she'll be 
out for.. Oh." 


Vince looked up as the girl appeared on the stairs inside the bus, moving her shirt around for the top of her 
boobs to still be peaking out. He opened the door and watched as she climbed out, offering her a hand on her 
way down, She shook him off. 


"Listen cupcake," she said as she reached inside her tiny purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick and a compact 
mirror, "that was hot, but | know how you work. Besides, | heard Mick was missing." With that, she turned 

towards Tommy and winked. "Maybe if | can find him, I'll get two home runs in one game." She threw her head 
back and laughed, her blonde hair falling down around her shoulders. Vince frowned as Tommy bared his teeth 


at the bitch. 
She blew a kiss at Vince and was off, making her way towards the road. 


"I gotta go," Tommy said, turning to look at Nikki one more time before heading off in the opposite direction of 
Jackie(?). 


Vince watched him go before turning to look at Nikki, whose eyes were closed, head back against the bus and 
cigarette dangling between his fingers. 


"Hey," Vince started, taking a step closer. Nikki opened his eyes. "You wanna take a walk or something? Might 
make you feel better." 


Nikki sighed as he pressed the cigarette back to his lips, then nodded after a couple seconds, groaning. He 
thought he felt his brain rattling around in there. 


Nikki and Vince slowly made their way around the parking lot, dodging parked cars. The silence between them 


was unsettling. 

They pushed through the doors into the backstage and found themselves in the dressing room they had all 
been sharing earlier. Vince dimmed the lights as they entered and looked around. Cushions were falling off the 
couch Tommy had been using earlier, and makeup was discarded all over the floor by the vanity. Nikki plopped 
down on another couch towards the door, reaching out to Vince. Vince looked down at him for a second before 


realizing Nikki wanted the pack of cigarettes. 


"Ah, ah, ah," Vince said, raising an eyebrow and waggling a finger. "Now, now, Nikki, you know you can't smoke in 


here." 


Nikki gave out a soft laugh as he smoked, handing the cigarette over to Vince. Vince took it and stared at the 
floor for a second, before turning to Nikki. 


"Look man," he began, "I'm sorry about earlier okay?" Vince finished the cigarette, stubbing it out on the side 
table next to the couch. 


Nikki felt bile rising up in his throat, and before he knew what he was doing, he turned to Vince. "It was you," 
he blurted out. 


Vince turned back around, eyebrows raised. "Huh?" 


Nikki swallowed the lump in his throat. "It was you, Vince." He felt his voice getting tinier by the syllable. "This 
morning.. | was thinking.. about you." Nikki's throat got extremely tight. 


Vince opened his mouth, then closed it, and kept repeating this movement. "What?" he asked breathlessly. 


Before Nikki could stop himself, he was sitting on his knees directly in front of Vince, reaching out and cupping 
his cheek. Vince leaned into the touch, closing his eyes. "Nikki." Vince began, 


"Please," Nikki whispered, pleading. 


Vince opened his eyes and stood up, heading for the door. He paused and turned back towards Nikki. "Coming?" 


Nikki smiled and quickly walked over to the couch Tommy had been fucking on earlier. He leaned down and 


swiped something up, before turning and looking at Vince. "Yeah." 
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Vince sat in Nikki's bed, running his hands up and down Nikki's chest. God, what was he doing? Nikki reached out 
and grabbed at one of Vince's hands, holding it still. He could feel Nikki's heart beating erratically underneath 
the shirt, and opened his eyes. 

"Okay," Vince said, nodding. "Okay." 

Nikki scooted further down the bed to get some room, letting Vince push him onto his back. Vince's legs were 
on either side of Nikki now. Slowly, he leaned down, and after staring at Nikki for about a minute, closed his 
eyes and let his lips graze against Nikki's. Nikki groaned at the contact, reaching up to wrap his arms around 
Vince's neck. Nikki pulled him down into a real kiss, going slow at first before deepening it. Together, the two 
took turns using their tongues to explore one another's mouth. 

After a while, Nikki felt the pace was too slow for his liking, so he let his hands travel down Vince's sides, 
before stopping at his jeans. Vince pulled away from the kiss to watch Nikki slowly undo his jeans and begin to 
push them off his hips. Vince looked up at Nikki, worried. 


"IFs okay," Nikki grinned. He pulled his hands away from Vince and reached behind his pillow, retrieving a bottle 
he had stuffed under there earlier before Vince could notice. 


Vince took it and stared. It was a bottle of lube. Nikki grinned again. 


‘Its Tommy's. | grabbed it from the couch in the dressing room. There's enough left in there." He paused. "| 


mean, if you want." 

Vince shut his eyes and sighed. "I've never done this before." 
Nikki laughed. “And you think | have?" 

Vince opened his eyes, biting his lip. "Well..” 

"Just relax," Nikki soothed, reaching back for Vince's pants. 


It took some persuading, but Nikki got them both down to their boxers, kissing deeply again. 


Vince's hands were shaking as he grabbed at Nikki's underwear, dragging them down slowly as Nikki lifted his 
hips. 


Vince leaned back up and began to nip as Nikki's neck, slowly trailing down his throat and to his chest. Nikki 
threaded his fingers through Vince's dirty hair, letting out a moan as Vince sucked on his nipples, using his 


mouth to play with each one slowly. 


Finally, he began to move down Nikki and stopped at his erection, looking up. Nikki's eyes were shut tightly. They 
began to flutter as slowly, slowly, Vince stuck his tongue out and dragged it up Nikki's cock. 


Nikki moaned, grabbing at the sheet of the bed as Vince repeated this a few more times. 


"Fuck, Vince," Nikki said, opening his eyes. "Will you- can you- suck me, please?" Nikki whispered, watching as 


Vince leaned his head back in and pressed a kiss against Nikki's penis, drawing out another moan. 

Vince pulled back and grabbed the bottle of lube, staring at it again. He didn't use the stuff much. 

"Just... pour it on your fingers and.. finger," Nikki said breathlessly after a few minutes of silence, realizing he 
wasn't getting a blowjob after all. He stared at Vince. "Vince. Vince, hey." Vince looked up as Nikki pushed himself 
up on his elbows. "If you don't want to do this.." 

"No," Vince said quickly. "No, l-l think | do. Lay back down" 

Nikki watched Vince's face for a second longer before putting his head back against the pillow, spreading his 
legs as far as the bed would let him. Vince began to slowly squeeze the liquid onto his fingers, leaning forward 
to press a kiss to Nikki's stomach as he began to slowly rub around his hole. 


"Oh God," Nikki choked out as Vince kept the small motion going. 


"Vince!" Nikki breathed as the first finger pushed in after a couple of minutes, and he began to writhe around 
on the bed. 


"You okay?" 

"No, that fucking hurts," Nikki whined, looking down at Vince. "| thought you said you've never done this before.” 
"l" Vince began as he started pushing in a second finger. Nikki gasped. "Too much?" 

"No, no, just keep.. keep talking,” Nikki said. 


‘I've been in a few threesomes before," Vince admitted, "but I've honestly never really done anything like this. 


Learned a few tricks | guess," he said, grinning. 


Vince worked Nikki open for a bit, because damn was he tight, until Nikki got used to the pain of his fingers. 
Nikki's eyes flew open when Vince slowly pulled them out. 


‘I'm gonna be much bigger than them, you know," he said as he wiped his fingers on the sheet. 
"| know." 

"Are you scared?" Vince asked as he began to pull his own boxers off. 

"Are you?" 


Vince grinned as he began to lube himself up. "It'll be okay. What was all the crap you told me before about 


relaxing?" 
"You aren't about to have a dick shoved up your ass, either." 
"Can it" Vince leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Nikki's lips. 


Vince gripped Nikki's hips and watched as he closed his eyes, taking a deep breath as Vince began to slowly 
push himself into Nikki's hole. 


Vince grit his teeth. "You're so tight" 


"Fuck!" Nikki cried as he felt Vince sliding in deeper, working his way past the muscles trying to stop the 
intrusion. "Fuck." It burned like hell. 


"Nikki." 

Nikki gasped, grabbing at Vince's arms tightly. "Don't move. Vince, don't move!" Nikki cried, shaking around Vince. 
I'm not," Vince said soothingly. "H's alright, I'm not 

Nikki began to take deep breaths as he let himself relax around Vince. It wasn't as easy as it seemed. 

"Oh God," Nikki breathed, "maybe we shouldn't" 

‘Listen, I'm already in, just try to relax." 

"Vince | can't." 


"Nikki. Hey, Nikki. Look at me." 


Nikki opened his eyes to stare at Vince's outline. 
"Alright? You're alright." 


Vince forced Nikki to breathe with him until Nikki could deal with the pain. Hey, it wasn't easy for Vince either, 
being stuck inside that tight motherfucker without being able to do much. 


Finally, Nikki gave the okay for Vince to start moving. 


It was a slow thrust, and both men felt extremely uncomfortable. It seemed to take forever before Vince 


found Nikki's prostate. 

But when he did, Nikki was howling. 

Nikki gripped Vince's shoulders tightly as he pulled out and slammed back in, causing the bus to rock a little 
with their movements. Nikki's legs were wrapped firmly around Vince's back, locked at the ankles, as Vince 


continued to pound into him. 


Nikki gasped, and with a strength coming from nowhere, shoved Vince back, letting the tan singer bottom for a 
little while. 


Vince could feel his orgasm coming, and using a death grip on Nikki's hips, began to slam into Nikki from 
underneath as hard as he could, shoving himself in as deep as he could physically go and coming. 


And that's when Nikki heard it. 

The moan. The same moan he had heard Vince use backstage the other night when that girl was blowing him. 
Nikki smiled in triumph as he rode out Vince's orgasm. 

Slowly, Nikki used Vince's chest to push himself off, letting Vince slide out, both men grimacing as it happened. 
Nikki flopped back down on his pillow, his body shaking from the stimulation, and watched as Vince crawled over 
next to him, curling up tightly. Vince loosely grabbed Nikki's penis and jacked him off until Nikki was moaning and 


coming, fucking Vince's hand through his orgasm. 


The two laid next to each other in silence, trying to let their minds focus onto what the hell just happened. 
Vince wrinkled his nose as he sniffed Nikki. 


"Gross, you smell like beer." 


"Get over it." Nikki smiled as he reached down and grabbed the discarded blanket at the end of the bed, pulling 


it up over himself and Vince. 


Vince draped an arm over Nikki's side and opened his half-lidded eyes, the two men staring at each other. 
"How do you feel?" Vince asked, sleep creeping into his voice. 
"Achy. Sticky. And tired. And like shit from my hangover. Now go to sleep.” 


Vince laughed as Nikki snuggled up next to him, pressing his nose to Vince's cheek softly. Vince wasn't much of 
a cuddler, especially after sex, but he decided to let this one time slide. 


As the two began to doze off to sleep, a new light breaking over the parking lot, someone in the front of the 
bus giggled. It was Mick, drunk as hell, sitting on the couch. He passed out hugging a bottle of liquor. 


Tommy found him later, laying half on, half off the couch. Taking a look around the bus, he found Nikki and 
Vince laying naked, asleep, and cuddled up on Nikki's bunk 


And he decided he did not want to fucking know. 


